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A N 

EPISTOLARY  PANEGYRIC, 

SETTING  FORTH  THE  INCONTROVERTIBLE 
VIRTUES  OF  THAT  MOST  SALUTARY 
AND  CELESTIAL  BEVERAGE, 
COMMONLY  CALLED 

WHISKEY. 


Pleni  calices  quern  non  fecere  difertum  ! 


MY  GOOD  FRIEND, 

Since  the  laft  time  I had  the  felicity  of 
caroufing  with  you  over  a full  noggin  of 
genuine  Ufquebaugh,  I have  been  ferioufly 
meditating  on  the  divine  qualities  of  that 
cheap  yet  ineftimable  liquor;  I have  con- 
fulted  the  moft  erudite  dram-drinkers  in 
their  profoundeft  cellars,  and  wafted  whole 
Winters  nights  on  a dunghill,  with  Peter 
Pedagogue,  that  irrefragable  toper,  in  the 
pleafing  difquifition. 


Every 
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Every  one  knows,  and  philofophers  them- 
felves  confefs,  that  what  men  call  reafon, 
is  a very  infufferable  and  ufelefs  evil ; then> 
why  fhould  we  delay  for  a moment,  its 
total  deftruclion,  when  it  may  be  purchafed 
by  the  ready  facrifice  of  two-pence?  Why 
fhould  we  not  create  a true  Lethe,  more 
powerful  than  the  fabulous,  caft  off  the 
yoke  of  reflecffcion  from  our  fublimer 
thoughts,  and  wanton  with  that  enviable 
animal  the  Swine,  in  all  thofe  elegant  lux- 
uries which  Epicurus  liimfelf  did  not  dif- 
dain  to  rival  ? 

I fhall  only  beg  leave  to  enumerate  the 
many  bleffmgs,  I have  myfelf  experienced 
from  this  grand  elixir  of  life,  and  after- 
w'ards  leave  you,  at  your  own  pleafure, 
to  admire  and  imitate. 

In  the  firfl  place  then,  I have  fortunately 
loft  the  entire  ufe  of  my  mental  and  corpo- 
real faculties,  which  aufpicious  accident,  as 
I may  fay,  has,  at  one  ftroke,  fheltered  me 
from  the  unavailing  exertions  of  induftry, 
and  fecluded  me  from  the  toils  of  an  un- 
grateful world. 

Secondly,  I have  gained  complete  rid- 
dance of  my  wife  (that  domeftic  Devil  in 
petticoats) 
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petticoats)  who,  poor  gentlewoman,  being 
a little  afFcded  by  my  frequent  admonitory 
bruifes,  has  lately  died  of  that  innocent  dif- 
tcmper — a broken  heart. 

And  thirdly,  I have  educated  my  bant- 
lings in  fuch  a manner,  that  fome  have  fol- 
lowed the  afpiring  tenets  of  the  Rights  of 
Man,  in  a lower  fphere;  fome  have  done 
repeated  honour  to  the  cart’s  tall;  and  others, 
more  heroic  indeed,  have  fwelled  with  their 
exploits  the  illuftrious  annals  of  Newgate. 

So  far,  I have  ferved  my  country  and 
myfelf,  for,  in  my  opinion,  he  is  as  precious 
a patriot  who  can  ulher  thieves  to  the  gal- 
lows, as  he  who  can  bring  foldiers  to  the 
front  of  a battle. 

In  the  beginning  of  my  days,  I was,  as 
you  well  remember,  a very  flourifhing  cob- 
ler,  eat  and  drank  temperately,  worked  in- 
celfantly,  and  thanked  God  for  my  daily 
bread,  but  this  was  a confounded  low  occu- 
pation, I could  not  flick  to  the  laft,  and  I 
am  now  very  near  my  end. 

1 have  been  tumbled  thrice  into  a lime- 
B 2 kiln, 
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kiln,  faved  from  drowning  twice  on  the 
Coal-quay,  and  pummelled  for  lack  of  reck- 
oning fo  often,  that  Newton  would  be  puz- 
zled in  the  number. 

But  this  is  not  all,  I am  now  fo  com- 
pletely parched  within  and  without,  that  I 
am  in  continual  dread  of  fire,  for  my  flefh 
would  blaze  like  tinder,  though  my  jaws 
are  fo  callous  and  faplefs,  that  fomc  months 
ago  I had  formed  a fcheme  of  commencing 
fire-eater; 

My  diet  and  lodging  are  reafonable 
enough,  I eat  nothing,  for  my  teeth  are 
fled,  and  I lie  in  the  next  ready  furnifhed 
kennel,  where,  except  being  liable  to  have 
my  head  cracked  like  a walnut  under  a 
coach-wheel,  I am  very  fnugly  accommo- 
dated. 

Is  not  this  better  than  throwing  away  my 
time  like  that  dull  dog,  a Sober  Man? — 
that  mere  blot  in  creation,  whofe  conftant 
pradlice  it  is,  to  fnivel  out  his  long  grace 
over  his  dinner,  to  rear  up  his  ftupid  brats 
in  his  own  plodding  bufinefs,  and  put  mo- 
ney in  the  pockets  of  thofe  “ bacon-fed 
knaves,” 
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knaves,”  your  great  men,  who  have,  already, 
too  much  of  it  ? Is  he  not  as  inferior  to  me, 
as  ftrong  ale  is  to  that  delicious  fluid  I cele- 
brate, which  pervades  each  pulfe  like  a 
torrent  of  burning  brimftone,  and  impregns 
every  cell  of  the  brain  with  thofe  beautiful 
phrenzies,  which  the  poets  have  fo  long 
fought  for — which  embathes  every  fpark  of 
humanity  in  total  darknefs,  and  makes  us 
a kind  of  Gods  ? 

I mufl  now  conclude — you  may  guefs  by 
the  infpired  vigour  of  my  periods,  that  I 
have  already  (for  ’tis  but  juft  feven  in  the 
morning)  applied  to  thofe  oracles  of  the 
bottle,  fo  frequently  found  in  a corner  fhop 
— my  hand  fhakes  plaguily — my  eyes  are 
wofully  dim — and  I could  not  fpare  another 
fecond  from  that  fame  corner-fliop,  even 
though  one  line  more  fhould  tend  to  illu- 
minate the  moft  senigmatical  paffage  in  Holy 
Writ. 

Your’s,  while  I can  fit  or  ftand, 
SAMUEL  SWEETPEA. 

I add  the  following,  they  being  fomewh^t 
a-kin  to  the  foregoing  lines. 
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A N 

ESSAY 

ON  THE 

SUBLIME  AND  BEAUTIFUL 

O P 

SWEARING. 


Among  the  many  elegant  arts,  fo  long 
fwept  away  by  the  gulph  of  oblivion,  is 
that  of  antient  and  claffical  fwearing,  info- 
much,  that  there  hath  defcended  to  our 
times,  but  very  few,  and  very  harmlefs 
fpecimens  of  a language  fo  univerfally 
adopted.  Indeed,  except  that  vacant,  though 
high-founding  oath  of  the  Firft  William, 
our  own  country  can  boaft  little  about  the 
reliques  of  its  aboriginal  cuftom. 

We  have  been  treated  with  their  “ Good- 
lack-a-day’s their  “ S’foots,”  and  their 
“ Zounterklns,”  but,  as  for  any  fubftantial 
or  fplendid  one,  we  are  mifcrably  at  a lofs. 

Neverthelefs, 
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Neverthelefs,  it  is  clear  from  their  Per 
Jovem,  &c.  that  the  Romans  were  not  ig- 
norant of  this  matter,  neither  mnft  we  fup- 
pofe,  that  the  noble  ferocity  of  the  Saxons, 
was,  by  any  means  confined  to  puifny  adju- 
ration;—pede  Hcrculem—iov  depriving 
them  of  this  ornament,  would  be  to  deprive 
them  of  Generals,  Ecclefiaftics,  Politicians, 
and  Poets,  the  three  latter,  being  found,  by 
experience,  adually  not  to  exift  without  it. 

What  a pity  that  Plato,  or  fome  one  of 
the  Sages,  hath  not  treated  this  topic  as  co- 
pioufly  as  their  climate  afforded,  a climate, 
where  fhoals  of  Pluto’s,  Proferpine’s,  Cer- 
berus’s, Erynnis’s,  &c.  gave  the  moft  ad- 
mirable fcope  to  refined  and  lofty  fwearing, 
a climate,  where  every  pool  fpawned  forth 
themes  for  an  oath,  and  every  copfe  was 
pregnant  with  ejaculatory  information’ 

But  let  me  reft  contented;  the  fcience 
hath  been  delayed  till  the  prefent  day,  and 
our  own  kingdom  is  blefted  with  the  no- 
bleft  curfes  that  ever  graced  the  mouth  of 
man;  nay,  a common  Enfign  fhall  pro- 
nounce 
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nounce  curfcs,  that  would  have  done  hon- 
our to  a pagan  demi-god. 

However,  do  not  imagine,  that  our  rc- 
fearch  for  its  purity  is  to  be  confined  to  the 
manfions  of  the  great ; no,  the  perfon  cu- 
rious in  this  particular,  and  proud  of  the 
genuine,  unadulterated  didbion,  muft  foar  to 
the  gaiTet,  or  dive  to  the  cellar;  he  muft 
ftudy  in  the  porticos  of  our  moft  accoin- 
plifhed  courtezans,  or  grow  pale  over  his 
midnight  >mp,  with  the  voluble  linkboy, 
the  mincing  pickpocket,  and  the  loud  un-» 
conquerable  highwayman, 

I am  never  a witnefs  to  thofe  delicate  lef- 
fons,  but  I conceive  the  deepeft  awe,  and,  a 
fort  of  ineffable  thrilling  throughout  my 
whole  body;  yet,  I muft  confefs,  it  is  ex- 
tremely difgufting  to  hear  the  unmufical 
bunglings  of  a raw  country  buck,  or  even 
of  a city  apprentice,  who  feems  ftill  falter- 
ing before  his  mafter. 

Here,  the  divine  enthufiafm  is  much 
abated,  and  the  pleafure  received  is  but  lan- 
guid, like  the  artificial  enjoyment  of  a ftale, 
and  exhaufted  wanton. 


One 
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One  exclamation  I have  been  in  particular 
delighted  with,  which  is  that  of  “ Oh,  you 
bloody  Ihoeboy  of  the  world  !”  an  excla- 
mation, which  properly  enquired  into,  will 
difplay  an  amazing  ftretch  of  fancy. 

I lhall  paufe,  with  hoping  that  a fit  femi- 
nary  for  this  art  may  be  founded  under  the 
immediate  tutelage  of  both  houfes  of  par- 
liament ; and,  I doubt  not  in  the  leaft,  that 
it  will  be  very  foon  countenanced  by  mem- 
bers of  every  denomination,  in  this  riling 
and  public-fpirited  kingdom. 


THE 
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THE 

ORIGIN  OF  WHISKEY. 

A NEW  SONG. 

Tune,  Derry  down. 


One  day  or  one  night,  but  it  matters  not  which. 

For  in  Hell  ev’ry  day  is  twice  darker  than  pitch, 

Old  Pluto,  grown  jolly,  muft  needs  keep  it  up 
With  cheap  drink,  for  neftar  was  fixpence  a cup. 

Derry  down,  &c.  ^ 

So,  calling  a hopeful  young  imp  from  his  bed. 

With  a fmack  o’  the  lip,  this  grim  bacchanal  faid. 

Come,  firrah,  no  more  of  your  mountebank  tricks, 

•4  But  fetch  me  a fine  wholfome  jug  of  the  Styx.” 

Derry  down,  &c. 

*Twas  done  in  a jump,  and  whatfeems  very  droll, 

With  diffention  they  fweeten’d  the  flame -flowing  bowl. 

Tor  bitters  they  fearch’d  ev’ry  nook  of  the  coaft, 

And  a Lawyer,  half-fry’d,  was  thrown  in  for  a toad. 

Derry  down,  &c. 


Then 
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Then,  Lord,  how  the  Furies,  as  merry  as  grigs. 

Flung  torches  about  at  their  fnake-bottom’d  wigs, 

And  while  poor  Ixion  was  trufs’d  up  his  wheel  in, 

Cry’d  out,  “ Oh  1 fee  there,  the  poor  fellow  is  reeling.® 

Derry  down,  &c, 

Ev’n  Tantalus*  felf  got  a fwig  of  the  can. 

Red  hot,  which  was  left  in  a huge  warming-pan. 

But  the  firft  fup  he  tafted,  quoth  he,  with  a roar, 

**  If  this  be  your  liquor,  I’ll  never  thirft  more.” 

Derry  down, 


In  Ihort,  fuch  caroufing  was  never  fince  found. 

Such  rake-helly  capers — at  leaft,  under  ground. 

For  Devils  themfelves,  grew  a hundred  times  worfe. 

And  fobbings  before,  were  then  fwell’d  to  a curfe. 

Derry  down.  See. 

But  how  was  this  beverage  nam’d,  do  you  fee. 

For  they  gave  it  a title,  like  you.  Sir,  or  me  ? 

Know  then,  while  the  fire-featur’d  goffips  ail  lillen’d. 

Mailer  Pluto  cry’d  “ Whilkey,”  and  Wliifltey  ’twas  chrlftcn’d. 

^Derry  down,  &c. 


PHELIM’i 
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PHELIM’s  FEAST. 

AN  O D A. 


’Twas  at  the  royal  treat  of  Whilkey,  woa 
By  Darby’s  black-ey’d  fon, 

Aloft  in  ftaggering  ftate, 

The  godlike  Ihoeboy  fate 

On  his  three-corner’d  throne. 

His  tippling  peers  were  placed  around, 

Their  brows  with  plaifters,  and  with  cobwebs  bounJi 
(So  fliould  defert  in  fills  be  crqwa’ d!) 

Lovely  Shelagh,  by  his  fide 
Sate  like  a red-nofed  northern  bride, 

With  ragged  locks,  and  golden  hide, 

Happy, 

Happy, 

Happy  Gipfey, 

None  but  the  drunk, 

None  but  the  drunk. 

None  but  the  drunk  defcrve  the  tipfey. 


Tim, 
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Tim  o’thus,  placed  on  high. 

Above  the  fmoky  fire, 

With  flying  finger  touch’d  the  gridir’n  lyre. 

The  pewter  noggins  meet  his  eye. 

And  heav’niy  joys  infpire. 

The  lilt  began  with  Nick, 

Who  left  his  native  pit  below, 

(Such  was  his  love  of  mortal  woe  !) 

A ftill- nan’s  fiery  face  the  Dev’l  bely’d, 

Profound  in  boiling  pans  he  try'd 
Th’  intoxicating  fulphur’s  heat. 

And  while  the  potion  work’d  compleat, 

Then,  from  each  fluice  the  liquid  flame  he  hurl’d. 

And  drain’d  an  image  of  himfelf,  the  pois’ncr  of  the  world. 

The  maudlin  crowd  admire  the  lofty  found, 

“ Another  pint,”  they  fliout  around, 

“ Another  pint !”  the  empty  calks  rebound  : 

With  bother’d  ears 
Thelhoe-boy  hears, 

Aflumes  the  Dog, 

Pulls  out  a Hog, 

And  feems  to  lhake  the  flairs. 

The  praife  of  foakers  then,  the  matchlefs  piper  fung : 

Of  foakers,  ever  drunk,  with  Hammering  tongue, 

Each  jolly,  jolly  dog  to  watch-houfe  goes. 

Kick  the  backfide,  tweak  the  nofe, 

Flufh’d  with  a fable  grace 
They  wipe  the  filthy  face, 

Now  give  the  falt-box  noife ; they  go,  they  go. 
Soakers,  ever  drunk,  with  Hammering  tongue. 


Bruifing 
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Brulfing-bouts  did  firft  create, 

Soakers’  frolics  are  a treafure, 

Bruifing  is  the  blackguards’  pleafurc ; 

Rich  the  treafure. 

Sweet  the  pleafure, 

Pleafure  fweet  to  break  a pate. 

Sooth’d  with  the  found,  the  youth  grew  vain. 

Broke  all  his  brulhes  o’er  again  ; 

And  thrice  he  crack’d  his  eggs,  and  thrice  tipp’d  off  the 
[brimmer  clean. 

The  piper  faw  the  madnefs  rife, 

His  flelh-bag  tore,  his  fwelling  eyes. 

And,  while  he  Simpfon’s  felf  defy’d. 

Chang’d  his  drone,  and  check’d  his  pride. 

He  chofe  the  mournful  noofe. 

Soft  pity  to  infufe ; 

He  fung  poor  Larry  great  and  good. 

By  too  fevere  a chuck, 

Fall’n,  fall’n,  fall’n, 

Fall’n  from  lord  Temple’s  trap,  bad  luck ! 

And  wek’ring  in  the  mud. 

With  hangdog  look,  the  joylefs  (hoeboy  lay. 

Revolving  in  his  confcious  foul. 

The  mighty  call  for  ropes  below, 

And,  now  and  then,  an  oath  he  hole, 

Tho’  tears  began  to  flow, 

He  hugg’d  the  fair 
With  bofom  bare, 

That  caus’d  his  pain,* 

• N B.  There  Is  no  need  of  ufclefs  explanations. 

Dr.  D •• 


Then 
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Then  cough’d  and  puk’d» 

Cough’d  and  puk’d. 

And  puk’d  again ; 

At  lafl:,  with  c p and  whifkey  quite  oppreft. 

The  vanquifli’d  villain  funk  upon  her  breaft. 

Now  fqueeze  the  groaning  Bag  again, 

A droufier  yet,  and  yet,  a droufier  llrain  ; 

Break  the  pudding’s  ends  afunder. 

And  roufc  him  with  a noifome  burft  of  thunder ; 
Fogh ! fogh ! the  horrid  fmell 
Has  forfeited  well, 

As  funk’d  all  in  hell. 


And  lllfled  he  flares  around, 

A flinkpot,  a flinkpot,  the  ragged  rogues  whine  ; 

Twig  the  fragrance  divine. 

See  the  jakes  that  they  rear 
How  they  flream  in  the  air. 

And  the  fparkles  that  flafh  from  the  brine. 

Behold  a ghaflly  band. 

Each  a pot  in  his  hand, 

Thofe  are  waiters’  ghofls,  who  in  tap-rooms  were  flain. 
And,  unpaid  for  remain. 

So  they  dy’d  all  in  vain. 

Give  the  four-pence  due 
To  the  fcoring  crew. 


Behold,  how  they  tofs  their  jordans  on  high, 

How  they  point  to  the  flands  of  the  hoflile  police, 
And  teribly  yell  ’tis  a farthing  apiece  I’j 


The 
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The  pump-fcrapers  bilk  with  a furious  joy. 

But  their  King  feiz’d  a difticlout  with  zeal  to  deltroy ; 
Shelagh  Jed  the  way 
To  light  her  to  her  prey, 

And,  like  another  Helen,  fir’d  another  boy. 


epigram- 
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EPIGRAMMATICAL 

EULOGIES, 


THE  FIRST. 

M Y Chloe's  haradfome,  •witty,  young, 
Pert,  wanton,  and  all  that, 

’Till  by  the  thnndtr  of  her  tongue. 

Like  final]  beer  I’m  laid  fiat. 


But  fmall-beer,  faith!  fhe  hardly  knows, 
’Tis  not  her  favorite  poflet  •, 

Fine  phials  ranged  in  glitt’ring  rows, 
Adorn  her  facred  clofet. 


There,  tippling,  the  IVeet  victim  fits, 
’Till  on  her  fopha  funk ; 

Robb’d  of  her  beauty,  and  her  wits, 
——Alas ! arc  angels  drunk  ? 


Liqueurs; 
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Liqueur^,  and  cordial-drams  efcliew. 
Of  Eve  each  charming  daughter  ; 
For  Venus’ felf  (a  tale  mofttrue!) 
Rofe  faireft  from cold  water- 


THE  SECOND. 

j 

Tim  Whiskey,  prince  of  quart,  or  can. 
Your  tafte  of  fuch  a fort  is, 

With  aqua-vita  you  began, 

• Pray,  end  wilh'-^ — aqua-forthi 


THE  THIRD- 

When  St.  Patrick,  who  lov’d  this  poor  ifland,'  they*  fay. 
Drove  the  ferpent,  the  toad,  and  fuch  vermin  away, 

The  Devil  was  jealous,  and  blowing  his  nofe,  ' 

Swore  we  fhould  have  (lill  a worfe  torment  than  thofe  ; , 

“ Oh!  ho!  my  dear  joys,  (fays  old  Satan,)  I’ll  frifk  ye,” 
And  fo  he  did  ’faith,  for  he  fent  us  up — Whilkey. 


THE  FOURTH. 

In  Connor’s  ugly  phiz  unite, 

’Tis  fadt,  the  red  rofe,  and  the  white. 

The  white  his  cheeks  wan  hue  beftows. 
The  red  one  paints  his  blufliing  noje. 
Then,  hill  in  whilkey,  Connor!  dafli  on-, 
Your  face,  at  leal),  will  mock  the  fafhion. 


THE 
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THE  FIFTH. 

Joan,  cautious  datne,  moft  roaring  mellow, 
(Tho’  Pat,  and  flie,  are  like  two  lambs,) 
With  glafs  at  lip,  doth  loudly  bellow, 

“ Lord,  when  will  Paddy  leave  his  drams  1’^ 
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TO 

Mr.  M E L A N t r U S,- 

THE  HUKIBtE  REMOKSTRANCE 

OF  Ati  THE 

PATRIOTIC  DRAM-DRINKERS^ 

IN  THIS  IMPERIAL  CITY  OF  DUBLIN,  CREETINC. 


S I R. 

Even  tEe  ontlandilh  pagein  name  ydn 
have  adopted,  muft  convince  every  honeft 
Toper,  that  yon  are  no  true  friend  to  the 
poor  inhabitants  of  this  country,  tvhom 
you  feem  determined  to  exterminate  wholly 
from  off  the  face  of  their  native  earth,  by 
your  barbarous,  inhuman,  and  bloody- 
.minded  intention,  of  abolilhing  their  foie 
comfort,  Whilkey.  Sir,  you  do  not  con- 
fider,  how  detrimental  this  terrible  defign 
may  be,  by  cutting  off  in  the  bud,  as  we 

may 
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iiiay  fay,  all  the  moft  admirable  efforts  of 
the  rifing  genefaidon. 

Should  your  unmerciful  fchemes  have 
any  effedi,  what  jyould  become  of  our  de- 
fenders, highwaymen,  pickpockets,  arid 
dram-fiiop  politicians,  thofe  flowers  of  pub- 
lic fpirit,  thofe  etiterpriflng  geniufes,  with- 
out whofe  cultivation,  any  commonwealth 
ca/inot  but  fii^k  into  inevitable  oblivion  ? 

Sir,  if  you  continue  thefe  praSices,  We 
{hall  have  no  need  of  a police,  no  need  of 
a court  of  equity,  attornies  will  feed  on 
their  own  briefs,  the  doors  of  Newgate 
lie  as  clofe  barred  as  the  temple  of  Janus, 
and  fiitteenpenny  ropes  be  fold  to  make 
bridges. 

Heavens  ! what  a revolution,  from  the 
moft  daring  outrage  to  the  njoft  fneaking 
fllence!  from  the  lawlefs  heroifm  of  a 
drunken  mob  of  idlers,  to  the  low,  the 
infignificant,  the  unmanly  attention  of  the 
induflrious ! 

However,  one  method  ftill  remains  to  free 
ourfelves  from  this  intplerable  fcheme.  We 

can 
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can  flill  find  protection  in  the  congenial 
embraces  of  that  delightful  afylum,  Bo- 
tany Bay,  where  he  who  has  pillaged  moft 
is  judge,  and  he  who  has  (laugh ter ed  moft 
of  the  king’s  fubjedls,  king  himfelf. 

But  this  profpecl,  alas  ! is  dangerous 
too,  for  while  aiming  at  fo  exalted  a poft, 
we  may,  perhaps,  ftumble  on  a halter; 
relent  then,  and  we  (hall  drink  your  health, 
nay,  in  our  very  coffins. 

Signed  by  ordej, 

BLACK  BILL. 


THE 
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THE 


rival  topers. 

A TOVVN  ECLOGUE. 


By  Liffey’s  yellow  banks,  whofepaftoral  flood 
Is  fam’d  for  falmon  much,  but  more  for  mud. 
Securely  flinking  from  the  vulgar  throng, 

Two  t^entie  Shepherds  pour’d  th’  alternate  fong, 
Th’  akernate  fong,  the  ambient  quays  rebound, 
And  wond’ring  kennels  foftlier  creep  around. 


One  Roger  call’d,  whofe  finewy  arm  could  fling 
The  thund’ring  difcus  o’er  the  frighted  ring  : 

Broad  were  his  flioulders,  form’d  for  manly  grace, 
And  the  full  red  rofe  flufti’d  his  open  face. 

With  Roger,  who  could  vauntingly  compare. 

To  aid  the  burthen  of  a beau- fraught  chair; 

Who  grafp  the  poles  with  fuch  a lofty  mein, 

Trom  far  Drumcondra  to  th’  extremefl  Green  I 
Mid  tumbling  tribes  he  urg’d  his  bold  career, 
Dauntlefs  of  death fuch  ftrength  exifts  m Beer  ! 


The 
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The  other,  Paddy  hight,  of  agueifli  frame. 

With  pallid  lip,  and  eye  of  fickly  flame, 
Shrunk-Iegg’d,  low-back’d,  all  fair  attraftion  gone, 
A living  flceleton,  a man  of  bone  ? 

Not  charmful  he,  in  rampant  lady’s  fight, 

Nor  form’d  for  love,  and  amorous  delight ; 

His  fharp  chin  pendent,  pierc’d  his  aching  breaft. 
His  fpider- thigh  xh'  Incapable  confeft ; 

Feeble  he  totters  on  his  trembling  hams, 

Howncaft  and  fad fuch  flrength  exifts  in  Drams  ! 

Now,  having  told  each  hero’s  noble  name. 

Oh  f give,  fweet  mufe,  the  tuneful  ftrife  to  fame  1 


ROGER. 

Let  puny  lords,  with  hearts  lefs  flout  than  mine. 

For  fluid  ra'aies  pluck  the  purple  vine ; 

Nor  prieftly  port,  nor  claret’s  mellower  tide. 

Nor,  ev’n  rich  burgyndy  ! thy  neflar’d  pride, 

I,  humbler,  woo — while  fparklLng,  brown  and  clear, 
My  buxom  bar-maid  taps  the  mantling  beer. 

O’er  the  bright  brim  the  foamy  liquor  nods. 

To  men  allow’d,  tho’  furely  brew’d  by  gods! 


P A D D Y. 

When  in  fome  frozen  nook,  all  cheeriefs,  plac’d. 
With  famifli’d  gulp,  the  burning  dram  I tafte. 
What  heav’nly  hopes  infpire  my  burfHi^  brain, 
What  pangs  ecftatic,  near  allied  to  pain  I 
What  bafelefi.  biibbles  of  confounded  thought, 
Loft  in  a moment,  in  a raoment  caught ! 


Each 
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Each  charmed  f^c,  alas!  for  ev@r  ded» 

Flits  thro’  my  ears,  and  ming-ks  with  the  dead. 


All  night,  not  prodigal  of  hard-earn’d  wealth, 

I qualF fweet  floods  of  beer,  and  ruddy  health. 
But  oh  { when  morning  comes,  in  wrapper  grey. 
Tough  as  this  oak,  and  nothing  left  to  pay. 

How  vigorous  from  my  cleanly  couch  I rife, 
Like  huge  Antscus,  fit  for  grand  emprize  ; 

How  blithe  1 whiftle  to  my  creaking  car, 

Pride  of  the  ftreets,  and  in  myfelf  a warl 


PADDY. 

Ail  night,  of  ill-earn’d  money  too  profufe, 

1 quaff  pale  anguifli  in  the  baneful  juice  j 
But  oh!  when  morning  comes  in  wrapper  grey, 
Dry  as  this  board,  and  flxpehce  left  to  pay. 
How  faintly  from  my  loathfome  ftye  I crawl. 
Like  a huge  fnail,  flow- winding  up  a wall 
How  deep  1 groan  o’er  my  difmember’d  veft, 
iScoff  of  the  ftreets,  and  to  myfelf  apeft!  ’ 


R O G E R, 


Then,  caitvit  vile,  at  length  be  taught  by  me, 

Your  fliame,  at  leaft,  if  not  your  fault  to  fee, 

From  every  dram,  as  from  cold  water  fhrink, 

And  eye  the  giafs  witlrctit  a wifti  for  drink. 

Would 
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giving  unto  Csfar  \yliat  is  Caefar’s  due,  but 
after  all  this,  you  do  not  in  the  lead  hefi- 
tate,  at  paying  your  own  depraved  appe- 
tites, the  rnoft  filthy  tribute,  and  finking 
yourdlves  every  day,  into  the  mod  abje(5): 
depths  of  poverty  and  contempt ! You  will, 
perhaps  fay,  that  this  infernal  potion  fup- 
piies  a fhort  celfation  from  care,  that  it 
raifes  you  to  a pitch  of  momentary  mad- 
ned,  wherein  all  refledtion  is  abforbed ; ne- 
verthclefs,  there  is  not  one  among  you, 
but  would  fliudder  at  the  feenes  of  Bed- 
lam, or  deny  a dofe  of  arfenic,  though 
any  apothecary  can  tell  you,  that  the  re- 
pofe  it  yields,  will  be  far  more  comfort- 
able and  lading  than  any  you  can  expedl 
from  its  brother  poifon.  Drunkennefs  is 
the  very  picture  ’ of  death,  and  though 
artificial,  in  the  belief  of'  many,'  more 
ferocious  and  diocking  than  the  reality  it- 
felf.  Drunkennefs  is  the  prime  fourc^  of 
murder,  robbery,  fadfion,  licentioufnefs  of 
manners,  &c.  and  dill  more  lamentable, 
di-LUikennefs  is  very  frequently  the  foie 
caufe  of  thofe  terrible  affliaions,  fudden 
lunacy  and  early  dotage — befide  an  innu- 
merable catalogue  of  nifeafes,  that  make 
every  infatuated  vidlim  qf  this  kind,  a 

mere 
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fhere  walking  hofpital.  You  muft  be  de- 
luded, my  dear  friends,  by  a fpecies  of 
calenture,  which  covers  deftrudrion  with  d 
■vifionary  veil  of  enjoyment,  for,  otherwife, 
you  would  never  be  fo  defperate,  siS  td 
undergo  the  ctemal  torments  of  a reftlefs 
conference,  the  flow-moving  finger  of  fcorn^ 
and  the  juft  abomination  of  all  who  do  noc 
defire  to  mingle  with  the  vileft  of  the  brute 

creation for  w'hat  too  ? for  what  mighty 

voluptuoufnefs  ? — I am  afliamed  to  write 
it,  for  the  draining  of  barrels,  the  rin- 
cingJ  of  glaftes,  neither  palatable  or  heal- 
thy. Where  cats  you  find  one,  addidled 
to  this  vulgar  fenfuality,  poflefled  of  ei- 
ther that  noble  fentiment,  or  finewy  form, 
which  diflinguiflies  the  mafter-piecc  of 
Heavend— he  not  emaciated,  feeble,  and 
unprepoflefling  in  body  or  mind  ? — -loath- 
fonie  to  the  fight,  and  infipid  to  the  under- 
ftanding ; except,  indeed,  to  thofe  who  can 
CXtrafl  humour  from  blafphemy,  or  plea- 
fure  from  perdition.  Is  lie  not  flothful, 
turbulent,  unmeaning,  captious,  pofidve 
and  poor,  though  ftlll  the  flave  of  paftion, 
that  worft  tyrant,  that  infinuative  ferpent, 
whofe  tainted  folds  are  twined  about  the 
very  foul.  What  can  we  fancy  of  Pande- 
monium, 
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moniam,-  that  is  not  publicly  revealed  in  a 
dram-fhop,  the  fwallowing  of  liquid  flame, 
the  contortions  of  infanity,  the  ghaftly  vi- 
fages,  and  “ the  reafoning  high  of  provi- 
dence, fore- knowledge,  will  and  fate— fix’d 
fate,  free-will,  and  knowledge  abfolute — 
finding  no  end,  in  wandering  mazes  lofl!”— ^ 

But  what  can  I fay  to  yon,  my  beloved 
countrywomen,  who,  even  in  the  loweil 
flate,  aic  flill  more  worthy  of  attention, 
and  llill  charming  ? I cannot  be  filent  how- 
ever, when  the  mofl  deteftable  vice  has 
perverted  the  mofl;  lovely,  and  pervaded 
through  every  dafs  of  the  fair  fex,  from 
the  countefs  in  her  clofet,  to  the  oyfter- 
wench  in  the  tap-room.  How  many  have 
fold  their  chaftity,  nay,  their  lives,  to  this 
intoxicating  delufion  ; how  frequently  has 
it  withered  the  rofe  of  beauty,  and  dropped 
gall  into  the  fweets  of  domeflic  happinefs  ? 
How  many  wretches  among  the  ciens  of 
iniquity,  luive  committed  crimes  when 
drunk,  that  in  the  hour  of  fobriety,  aban- 
doned as  they  may  be,  they  would  have 
flarted  from  with  horror  ? How  manv 
infant  hecatombs  have  been  ftrangled  at 
the  Moloch-fluine  of  infenfibility,  lofl:  in 

bye- 
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bye-corners,  or  killed  by  that"  very  luck 
which  is  diftilled  from  the  effence  of: 
Whilkey?  Indeed,  I cannot  but  admire  > 
how  any  of  the  younger  offspring  fubfift 
at  all,  when  expofed  to  fo  many  ' imminent 
dangers,  when  clinging  with  their  puny 
clafp  to  the  bofbm  of  (I  may  fo  term  it)  a 
lifelefs  carcafe,  or  fwung  over  the  fhoul- 
ders  of  a maniac,  at  the  immediate  rifque 
of  their  little  beings. 


O ! faireft  of  Creation,  laft  and  bell 

Of  all  God’s  works,  creature  in  whom  excell’d 

Whatever  can  to  fight  or  thought  be  form’d. 

Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  fweet. 

How  art  thou  loft  ! 

This  fubjetfl,  you  will  at  lead  confefs, 
is  not  delightful ; in  my  difinterefled  opi- 
nion, it  is  highly  offenfive  to  any  deli- 
cate imagination.  I fhall,  therefore,  afle 
no  more  for  my  trouble,  but  this,  that 
you  will  refrain,  for  half  an  hour  after 
the  perufal  hereof,  from  any  cordial  what- 
foever,  that  you  will  during  that  diredl 
fpace,  rmninate  on  my  pithy  difeourfe, 
and,  afterwards,  if  you  are  ftill  ftubborn, 
pitch  yourfelves  diredlly  into  the  next 

river ; 
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river;  for  by  any  other  ^ay,  yon  ean, 
believe  me,  do  your  poor  country  no  effen  : 
tial  fervice» 

Your  very  well-wifher, 

SOLOMON  STRONG^EER. 


THE 
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THE 


CONCLUSION, 

HUMBLY  INSCRIBED  TO 


M E L 4 N T I U S, 


Bold  knights,  who  carelefs,  fally’d  forth 
Tow’rds  Eaft,  or  Weft,  or  South,  or  North, 
But  juft  in  abfolute  defiance 
Of  dragons,  conjurors,  and  giants, 

Were  always,  (fo  ronnances  fay,) 

Attended  on  their  vent’rous  way, 

By  little  folks,  of  tender  ages, 

Moft  commonly,  I think,  call’d  pages. 

Who,  tho’  they  took  no  great  delight  in, 
Your  bloody  fword-and-buckler  fighting, 
Were,  at  a moment’s  warning  ready 
To  ftrip  the  ftain,  or  guard  a lady. 

Thus,  Sir,  I tremblingly  afpire 
To  follow  your-an  humble  Squire, 

To  fix  your  mufe  faft  in  the  ftirrup, 

(’Tis  no  fmall  honour  to  lift  her  up,) 

Then,  on  my  own  cropp’d  jack>afs  borne, 
Wave  ray  old  blade,  or  blow  ray  horn. 

D 


Tremble 
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Tremble  each  clram-fhop  to  its  centre, 
For  lo ! two  imps  of  conqueft  enter. 
Two  imps,  much  famed  for  lofty  verfes 
More  cutting  than  a Scotchman’s  curfes, 
Prowling,  like  rutlilefs  tygers  they  go, 
Huzza  ! ' ' Delenda  ejl  Carthago. 


FINIS. 


